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A re R 


Gaur, the Son of Morn, 


Orru6xa the Daughter of Nvarn, and ſiſter of 


_ LaTHmMoOn, 


Denen Proce or Chief of CornaL, re- 
ſiding in the Iſle of TxOMATHox. 

Chorus, ſometimes of Une. Voice, ſometimes of 

af two Bands, Strophe 


more, and conſiſting 
and Antiſtrophe, 


MozxLo, and other Warriors of Gaur. 


Dux ROMMArkf's Warriors. 


Partly at DunLaTHMoN, on the Banks of the Ri- 
ver DuvRAanNa, (uncertain whether in England 
or Scotland) and partly in the Iſſe of Troma- 
THON, which was three Days Sail from the ene, 


1 7 
— 4+, 


or from Don ATI. : 


- i To" 


PERSONS of the DR A M A. 


% 


; 0 


SCEN E, DunLAaTAamon. 


Chorus, in Harmony, 
Strophs. 
ROUND DvunLaTHmon, ſolemn Darkneſs 
dwells, ' 
Tho? on the Hill, the Moon ſhews half her Face. 


The Daughter of the Night averts her Eyes, 
For ſhe forebodes the Sorrow coming on. 


Single Voice of ile Chorus. Recilativo. 
Antiſtrophe. 

The Son of Mog vi, Lo! is on the Plain, 

But diſmal Silence reigns within the Hall; 

No beaming Light comes trembling thro? the Gloom, 


Nor is O1Tnoxa's Voice melodious heard, 
Amidſt the Murmur of Dv AANNAs Stream. 


GAUL. 
Air. © 
Dang bier of Nuath, 1 
Lovely  dark-bairgg Maid, © 


Where in thy Beau, 
Whither an 1 flray "7? 
| MA 2 Reci- 
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Larnuox, thy Brother's in the Field of War, 
But thou didſt promiſe in the Hall t'abide, 
Here to remain, till Mox n1's Son return'd, 
Till he return'd from STxumon to the Maid, 
From Srauuo, to the Damſel of his Love! 
| * Air. 
When he went forth, 
The Tear was on thy Cheek, 
The Sigh in ſecret ; 
Riſe within thy Breaſt ; 
| But now io meet him, 
Ob ! theu doſt not come, 
With Sengs of Welcome, 
And the ſounding Harp, 
Daug bier of Nuath, 
'* , Lovely dark-bair'd Maid, 
Where in thy Beauty, 
. Whither art thou ſtray d? 


Chorus. 


A finzle Viice, — 
Recitativo. 
Strophe. 


Such were the Words of Gaul, great Mor x1's Son, 
When to DuxLaTamon's Towers, the Hero came. 
_ Antiſtropbe, 


(0257) 
Antiftrophe. 
— The Gates were open, dark was all within, 
The Winds were bluſt'ring in the empty Hall, 
The Trees, the Threſhold, ſtrew'd with — 
Leaves, 


The Murmur of the Night was all abroad. — 


Strophe. 


In ſilent Sadneſs, at a moſſy Rock, 

The Son of Mox vt fat; and for the Maid 
Anxious, he trembled in his boding Soul, 
But knew not whitherward to turn his Courſe. 


Antiſtrophe. 
Moro! the Son of Lxrn, at Diſtance ſtood, _ 
And heard the Winds play thro' his buſhy Hair, 
Burt did not raiſe his Voice ; for well he ſaw, 
Great Sorrow fill'd the Heart of mighty Gaui. 


A Symphony then Recitativo continued. 
Strophe. 


Now Sleep deſcended on their troubled Minds, 
Nocturnal Viſions roſe, and in a Dream, 
Before the Eyes of Gaul, OrTa6xa ſtood. 


Air. 
Antiftrophe. | 
Looſe and diſhrvelP.d was ber darł- brecen Hair, 
Her lovely rolling Eye was bath'd in Tears, 
Blood flain'd ber ſnowy Arm; ber Robe baff hid 
The ghaſtly Wound that pierc'd her panting Breaſt, 
| 3 Recibalivo. 


| . 
| Over the Chief flie ſtood, and thus ſhe ſpoke. | 
| Ob! flrzeps the Son of Morx1, gallant Gaul 


| He that was lovely in OrTaon a's Eyes, 
| | Ob ! ſleeps be, diftant, at the moſſy Rock, _ 
| n I. Oirhöxa, Nuarn . low! —. 8 


i elbe Bf, Men.! a 

| Round Jark Txoma"Taow's Ille, the Ocean rolls, 

ah There, all in Tears, I fit within the ih 

| Nor do 1 fit alone, Oh! gallant Gaul, 

| | The gloomy Chief of Cur#ai. fits beſide, . 
Yea, he is thete, in all the Rage of Love! 
And what! oh, what! can poor O1Ta6xA do? 


A hort Smpbom.Recilativs. a 
Antiſirople. 


A rougher Blaſt ruſh'd thro? the leafy Oak, 
Gaul. ſtarted from his Dream, and ſeiz'd his ſpear ; 
He ſtood up furious in the Rage of Wrath! —— 


PY Wr 29 


GAUL, 
Air. 
Perdition on the Raviſher, : 
The Villain I purſue, 
Nor ever ceaſe my rapid Courſ e, 


— 


— — . 
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F 3 Nil I have Vengeance due. 
* 3 . 
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A Angle Price. ——Recitativa, | 
Soph. oo. 

With eager Eyes, he look d for lagging Light, 

At length the Morning came; when, up the Sail, 

The Hero hoiſt“; and ſudden with the Breeze, 


That came down ruſtling from the winding Hills. 
Forth from the Shore, he bounded on the Deep. 


Ode. 


Semichorus by Men. 
Strophe. 
Lovely Females, form'd for Pleaſure, 
Seurce of higheſt human Foy, 
Oft you cauſe, in equal Meaſure, 
Griefs that all our Peace deſtroy. 7 


Semichorus by Women. 
Antiſtrophe. 

Seeds of Bliſs for all, in common, 
Nature in the World bas ſown, 
Each vain Man, a Self-Tormentor, 
Claims the whole for ſelf alone. 


Chorus alternate, 


Strophe, Men. 
Paſſion roars, — wbile Reaſon W ; 
Liſten to ber gentle Voice: 


Amtiſiropue. 


* e 2 


T's.) 
Antifirophe. Women. 


Pleaſures ſeek within your Power, 
Nor to Fortune truſt the Choice. 


Chorus in Canon. 
Ob! wretched be, whoſe Happineſs depends 
O Faith of others, Nomen, Winds, er Friends ! 


EN D ofthe Fiſt ACT: 


18 


8 A C r u. 
4 Symphony. © 


SCENE, ie u of Tnom'rhon, 


Chorus, /ingle voice.  Recitative. % 


en Strophe. 

N the third Day, aroſe TzomaTHon's Iſle, 
Like a blue Shield amidſt the boundleſs Sea, 
The white Wave roar'd againſt its craggy Rocks, 
And fair O1Ta6x a fat upon the Cliff; 
In ſad Deſpair, ſhe watch'd the rolling Waves, | 
And hopeleſs, ſorrowing, her TEAR deſcend. —— 


| Amiiſtrophe, _ 
But whe Ihe ſaw the gallant Gaul in Arms, 
She ſtarted back, and turn'd her Eyes away, 
Her lovely Cheek was brent, and fluſh'd with red, 
Her ſnow-white Arm, all trembling by his Side. 
Thrice from his Preſence, did ſhe ftrive to fly, 

But fault'ring as ſhe went, her . fail'd. 

Thus ! be Hero. — 


I 


. 05 Gaul. 
Air. 
Daughter of Nuarn! 
Why doſt fly from Gavr, 
B 


( w } 
Do Flames of Death, - | 
Dart from my Poggard Hen 
Or Barbour Hatrad A 


In my gloomy Soul ? : 
Thou art to me ; 


” The Radiance of the Eaf, 

. In a Land unknown. 

But Ob! thy Face with Sadneſs js o erſpread, 
Daughter of high Duxz.aTanuon, bapleſs Maid ! 


2 
Is then the Foe of dear OrTa6x A nigh — 4 
My Soul's on Fire to meet bim in th Fight. 
The Sword hangs quiy'ring on the Side of Gaul, 
With eager haſte 90 ging in his Tland,. "# 


Recitativo accompanied. 


Lovely Orzn6x4 Daughter of Nyarth, ſpeak! 
Behold thy Gaul Doſt thou not ſee my Teary ? 


| 91 Chorus. Single Fan,” kun. 


| r — 
Oh ! Car-borne Gaul; of STi unon, valiant Chief, 
Why com'ſt thou hither, o'er the dark-blue Wave, 
To fad OriTHdoxa, NuArn's mournful Maid ?— 
f Air. mr k 
Why did 1.net, 
In ſecret paſs away, 


» ; 1 Oo 
( — "nA 


- Like the Fair Fler 2 
abe lonely Rock, | 
That lifts its 2 
And on the Blaſt | 
Beſtrews its wither'd Lasur | 
vt (ih FAY | 
O Gaul! 1% bear 12 
| Ih lat cen Sigh ?— 
1 paſs away in Yowh, my Name unheard, 
Or *twill be beard with Grief, and Nu ata Tears. 
And thou, O! Son of 'Mernr, wilt be ſad, 
Sad for Oi r HNA, arid her fallen Fame. 
But ſhe ſhall fleep within the narrow Tomb, 
Nor ſhall the Voice of Mourners reach het Ears. 


n vv0 Accompanied, | 
O! Chief of ST&UumoN, to theſe ſea-beat Rocks 
Of bleak TroMa'THON, wherefore didſt thou 

come? ; 


| Gavr. Recitativo. 


* to meet thy Foes, moſt lovely Maid z 
The Death of CuTnar's Chief fills all my Mind; 
Or CuTaar's Chief, or Morx1's Son ſhall fall 
And if I fall, O17a6x4, when I'm low, | 
Raiſe me a Tomb on yonder oo Rock, —— 
Then as ſome bounding Veſſel paſſes by, 


Call to the Sons of Ocean, call them too. 
B 2 And 


( i2 ) 


And give them this, this Sword, for them to bear 
To Mozn1's Hall; that then, the grey-hair'd Lord 
May ceaſe to look, with Expectation vain, 
Towards the Deſart, for his Son's Return, 


Chorus, Single Poice;-—Racitativo. 
To him, O1T16xA, with a burſting Sigh!— 


O1 GNA. Recitativo. 


And ſhall the hapleſs Maid of Nur live, 
Live in TROMA'THON, live when thou art low ? 


Air. 
My Heart, O Gavr ! is not of that dull Rock, 
Ner is my Soul as careleſs as that Seas, 
That lifis its azure Waves io ev'ry Wind, 
Aud rolls obediently beneath the Storm. 
No, gallant Gaul, the Blaſt that lays thee low, 
Shel {ſpread O1THONA's Branches on the Earth. 


' Recitative. © ; 
Together ſhall we fade, together fall. 
I like the narrow Houſe and Grey-ſtone Tomb; 
For never more, Oh! Son of Car-borne Mos xi, 
For never * ee en ane I'll leave! 


We.” 


Gains, 


Be chear'd, my Love, th' involuntary Strain, 
Exhales, like Vapour, from a gen'rous Mind. 
Then ceaſe to grieve, for ſince your ſpotleſs Soul 
ok true to GAUL, ny wr rebounds with Joy. 
Air. 


( 13 ) 
Air, i 
No more à Prey to black Deſpair, 


But for future Bliſs prepare. 
Cuthal's Head ſhall pay bis Crime, _ © 
And as all your Heart is nine, 

T ſhall never feel a Pain, 

When the Raviſher is lain. 

Away, away with black Deſpair, 

And for future Bliſs prepare. 


N Reritalivo. 
But ſay, fair Damſel, by what Art, or Force, 
From high DunLaTHMoN, wert thou hither drawn ? 


Or RHGNA. 


Ohl fatal was that Night, obſcur'd by Clouds, 
When LArhuo left me in the lonely Hall, 
And went to join his Father in the Wars, 
Went to the moſſy Rocks of DuTHERMGTH. 
-—The Night came on, I ſitting in the Hall, 

By the bright beaming of the blazing Oak; 

The Wind abroad was ruſtling in the Trees 
I heard the Sound of Arms;—my. Joy aroſe j== 
For, gallant Gul, I thought of thy Return. 
But, O! Deluſion ;—it was CuT#rar's Chief, 
DunroMMATH, raging in his red-hair'd Strength, 
His Eyes roll'd all in Fire, and on his Sword, 

I ſaw my People's Blood !—O1Tro6sa's Guard 
Fell by the Fury of the gloomy Chief, —- - 


Accompanied. 


(u 
Accompanied. 
What could my feeble Arm ! 
What could I do! © 
T could nat ow 
He took me in my Grief, add my Ten, 
And raiſed the Sail.— For, ah, the Traitor fear'd 


LTLarnuom with Strength, returning from the War, = = 
LaTHMON, O1TH6NA' $ Brother, hapleſs Maid! ; 


120 Short Nee 
a o | 
His ſcudding Bark divides the dingy Wave. 8 
— Where wilt thou turn thy Steps, beloved Gaul, 

For many Warriors hath Dunnonmuarn here! 


Cborus, Single Voice, Recitauvo. 


To her, the Hero, drawing forth his Sword. 
| Gaul. Recitative, 


My Steps have never yet from Battle turned, 

And ſhall I now, fair Maid, begin to fear, 

Now, when thy Foes, enger, are ſo near. 
25 9 


Go th 15 Cave, Daughter of Nv aTn,' ze, 
Go to thy Cave, umil our Basile ceaſe. 


$ = - 


Orru6xa, 


(w) 
Orrn6na. 
And can I wiſh ta live, whin thou art low; 
Berefi of ev'ry Foy, my Fame, and Peace ? 
Soul of the World, look from your Throne above, 
Avert the Danger, r e e 


| Glen Revitatiue.. | 
Bring forth, O! Son of Lyra, our Father's Bows, 
And Moznt's rattling Quiver, hither bring, 

Let our three Warriors bend th' elaſtic Yew, 
Moro and Gauz., ourſelves will lift the Spear z 
— They on the Rock are many, they're an Hoſt 4" 
But MozLo and my Friends, our Souls are ſtrong, 


Chorus. Single Voice. Recitativo. 
Stropbe. * 
The fair OrTa6xAa went towards the Cave, 
A troubled Joy roſe ſudden on her Mind, 


Like the red Path of Light'ning on a Cloud, 
— Her Soul was now reſolved ; no cryſtal Tear 


Now trickled from her wildly looking, Eye. 


Antiſtrophe. 
Mean while, DuxzomMaTHa's Crew drew near the 


Shore, . 
And rent the Air with Heart-exulting Song. 


DunRoOMMATHR'S 


Jn 
5 wag - 


6 69 
Dun ROMMATH' s Warriors, 
Ar, in full Harmony. 


The Tul of War ſuſpending, 


ell give the Day to Joy, 
Love, Shells, and Muſic n 
Our Feaft can never coy. 


To the Harp's enliv* ning Sound, 
Oer the Turf well lightly bound, 

Fer. from Danger, free from Care, 
All * Love and To Mons: 


L Their drinking Cap were unde of Sea Shells; what he 
tin t,t is aoknown to us, 


END of the Second ACT, 


FRY. 
A Warlite $ymphoiy, or DownounaTa's Merch. | 


Chorus. Single Voice, Recitativo. 
| \ Strophe. 


LOWLY approach'd DunzommarTh ; for 
) he fan, | 

The Son of Moznr, valiant Saur, in Arms. 
With Face diſtort and wrinkled by Diſdain, 
And Smile affected on his dark brown Cheek, 

His red Eye rolled, half hid beneath his Brow, 
When thus to Gaur, the gloomy Chief addreſſed. 


| 


DuxnroumaTa. Recitative. 
Sons of the Sea, from benen = wana 
here ? 
Have the rude Winds compell d you on our Rocks? 
Or, do you come, in ſearch, ye feeble Men, 
Of NuaTn's 8 the wi.ite-handed Maid 


Amn. 
Unhappy Lidtims, | 
To Dunrommatls Wrath. 9 
Ui He ſpares nt 
* tC The 


( 18) 
The weak, and be delights 


In Stranger s Blood ; 
Unhappy feeble Men ! 


Recitativo. 
O17H6xA is a blazing Beam of Light, 
Enjoy'd in Secret here by CuTrar's Chief; 


—- Wouldſt thou becloud its Lovelineſs, vain Man, 
Son of the feeble Hand !—Yes, thou may'ſt come, 


But to thy Father's Halls ſhalt thou return? 


Gavi. Recitativo. 


Doſt thou not know me, CuTH a1's red-hair'd Chief? 
Swift were thy Feet, Dunzom MATH, on the Heath, 
In car-borne LaTawon's Battle, when the Sword 
Of Mory1's Son purſued his flying Hoſt _ 

In Morven's. woody Land.—Yes, red-hair'd Chief, 
T by Words are mighty now, for lo! I ſee, 

Your warlike Men are gathering behind. 

But do I fear them, Son of empty Pride ? 
J am not of the: Race of feeble Men, 


5 "2 1 Duet, 
WP 


DuNROMMATH- 
Unhappy V. Vidim to Dunrommath's Roge ! 


> Gam, 1 
Swift were thy Frei, vain Boaſter, when you fled. 


8 a +4 Both. 


1 


91) 
Both. 


Your Blood, my Indignation ball affwage, 
And. juſt Revenge ſhall reach your guilty Head. 


Warlike Symphony, or March for Gaul. 
Chorus. Single Voice. Recitativo. 
Stropbè. 

Gavr in his Arms advanc'd, DN Ro ſhrunk 
Behind his People: — But the Spear of Gaus | 
Transfix'd the gloomy Chief, and ſwift his Sword 
Lopped off his Head, juſt bending into D-ath. 
The Son of Mornt ſhook it by the Lock, 
And all the Warriors of DunzoMMaATH fled. _ 
The Mozven Arrows reach them in their Flight, 
And Ten fall proſtrate on the moſſy Rocks: 
The reſt more happy lift the ſwelling Sail, 
And bound in Safety on the ſounding Deep. 
Gavr's Warriors. 

Air in full Hatmony. 
Away, away, with ev'ry Care, 
New for future Bliſs prepare. 
Cornar's Head has paid bis Crime, 
Heart and Hand, Orradna's Thine, 


Away, away, wwith ev'ry Care, 
Now for ſulure Bliſs prepare. 


C 2 Chorus. 


| 
| 
| 


200 
| Single Voice—Recitativd; | 
— Amtiſtrophe. 3 
But Gavr advancing row'rds Orra6xa's Cave, 
Beheld a Youth reclin'd againſt a Rock. 
Accompanied. 


An Arrow pierc'd his Side, a deadly Wound! 


Beneath his Helmet faintly roll'd his Eye,— 


The feeling Soul of Morn1's Son is ſad. 
He came, and kindly ſpoke the Words of Peace. 
1 Gavi. 
Recitativo. | 
Say, mournful Youth, ſay, can the Hand of Gavr 
Avail your Wound . 0 for healing 
Herbs | 


Among the Mountains, and have gather'd Plants, 
Along the ſecret Banks of winding Streams.— ' 


My Hand has clos'd the Wounds of valiant Men, 


And wond'ring Eyes have bleſs'd the Hand of 
GavUr. 

— Where dwelt thy Father's Warrior What their 
Race? 


Say, were they the Sons of mighty Men ? 


Ss 8 Air. 


(21) 
R . Air. 
" Sadneſs all com, 

Upon thy native Streams, 

Like Night, for bon 
At fallen in thy Youth. 


» b ed 


| g Single Voice. = Recitaripe, 
The Stranger thus replied— 


Stranger, — Fantnrt 
Sons of the mighty, all my Fathers were, 
But they ſhall not be ſad}; for, ab! my Fame, 
Like Morning Miſt, is vaniſhed away. 
—Dvuvs anna's Banks ſuſtain thoſe lofty Walls, 
That view their moſſy Towers in the Stream; 
A Rock aſcends behind, with bending Firs ; 
A noted Mark, far diſtant to he ſeen. 


There dwells my Brother, much renown'd in War, 
To him, to him—this glitt ring Helmet give. 
Diſcord of Horror. 
Chorus. 
Single Voice, — Recitativo. 
Strophe. 
Does, drop'd the Helmet from the Hand of 


Saur, 


— — —m n ͤ—⅛ - 


Por, 5 


{ ( 22 ' ) 
For, Oh !—O1Ta6ua was the wounded Youth. 


Diſguis'd in Arms, ſhe came in Search of Death, 
And now with Eyes half-clos'd, and down her Side 


Her Life-Blood ſtreaming ford, the ſpake her lat. 


| Orrnöxn A. 
Recitativo accompanied. 
Prepare, Oh! Gaur, prepare the narrow Tomb, 
Sleep, like a Cloud, comes ſtealing on my Soul. 
QuTHONA's Eyes are dim 
Ob! at Dovranna, 
4 Had Jever dwell, 
I In the bright Glory 
Of my ſplendid Fame; 
Then wou'd my Years 
With Foy come rolling on, 

Au future Virgins, 

Bleſs my bonour'd Steps. 
But, Son of Mor xi, in my Youth I fall, 
And Shame ſhall reach * Father in his Hall! 


a9! 


| Ar Full Chorus, 
Stropbò. 


"4 Paley, on the Rock, the lifeleſs Dam/e! fell, 
And there, the mournful Hero rai 'd ber Tomb | 


: Antiftrophs, 


— 
— — —_—_— we 
12 ———— — 
8 4 — 4 3 — ——ů — fä— 


1 
Antiſtrophe. : 
| in ſolewn Dirge, ber Story tell, 
n in her early Bloom. 


 Epode. | 
Conſcious of ber guiltle/s Shame, 
| Martyr to ber Virgin Fame, 
As fhe fell, all free from Blame, 
1 Glory celebrates ber Name. 


* 


Taz END, : | 
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